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GO.' PASS UNDER THE 
ARCH OF DEMONS AND 

BE TRANSFORMED INTO 
CREATURES OF MY WILL.' 
NOU ARE THE UNOEAO 
WHO WALK ' 






LOSE WEIGHT 




Sjaa^eduat 



REDUCE 



Relaxing • Soothing 
Penetrating Massage 




TAKE OFF EXCESS WEIGHT! 



Don't Stay FAT- You Can LOSE 



nuc in 

CSASP 

"iS? 1 POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY wl *„°,"; 1 ",li l "' s 
ma 



' 5 P =. 



whtntvw you ha** «ilro >*»ighi on 
inclmi, th» "Spot Rtductr" ion oi 
you in acquiring o youthful. >knd< 

graceful figuio. Tho b*oury of ^^ 



YOU« OWN HlVtTI M 



IhH Ki*nliftcollr dtilgnad R«juc*> „„ „. „ u™. i,, i„ ,, 



TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 10 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME! 

n»u]:y)«:niMiiiijii:i« , 



ill cr l , II fat your Spcl R< 



(suiaa, L-d.,; ■ot'i pou-di of FAT. MAIt COUVON - j.J 

ALSO USE IT rOR ACHES AND PAINS 



USED Vt EXHITS 



rrrHH c-'ict- II *•« *'"> Sw«'. "•- Yort IV. N.Y. [M«d 
, a St JO. Copwto*. 1MJ. by *» Icott. Inc. ftw.d I" U.SA. 



NOW WHERE OlO THAT ^^ 

I THIEVING TOMCAT GO? I MUST 

~~T THAT PURSEf IT HAS ALL 




THIS PLACE 


F AllAH fcP^^B 


19 SO < 


SENORlTAI I V 


EMPTY AND 


WITNESSED THE fl 


LONELY lj 


THICVFHY ANTI ^B 


0H ' J I 


SNATCHED THL V 




PRIZE PROM THE 1 




CULPHIT AS HE ^V 
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A H0 -fiML^ 


*gf -r 


fir ''ivjH 
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.4j a/t* expressed net su/hnhse 

AND THANKS, SHE OlO NOT NOTICE 
THAT THE TNAIN HAD BEGUN TO LEAVE 
pi£ DCfOT. CAVTJL /T WAS TOO LATE/ 




rMHAT IS V/*" THERE IMS A MAM NAMED 
THAT ^VIUOZ, WHOSE PET MOUNTAIN 
SUPERSTITIOUS) LYNX DREW VICIOUS AW KILLED 
LEGEND ALLy A CHILD/ ANSRY VILLAGERS 

SENTENCED IT TO BC KILLED, BUT 
ELOZ RESCUED IT PROM THEM 
AND SET IT FREE IN THE 

0UNTAIN3J THEN THE MOB j 
TURNED ON VELOZf 




LOTS OF DRIED CATWEED, MY PEOPLE / 
THE SACRIFICIAL FIRE MUST BE BRIGHT [OOOOOOH 
AND HOT, TONIGHT, CELEBRATING OUR f PLEASE, 

FIRST VICTIM IN EIGHT YEARS/ 




r YCU HEARD/ iVE BEEN LONESOME 
L THESE YEARS, AND TONIGHT I 
FELL IN LOVE WITH YOU/ THERE IS 
STILL A COUPLE OF HOURS BEFORE 
MIDNIGHT* AGREE TO MY PLAN AND 
» YOU'LL BE SPARED/ 




' H-L TAKE YOU BACK TO THE 
VILLAGE, WHERE YOU'LL LURE A 
NEW VICTIM/ THEY'RE FAMILIAR 
WITH ME AND MY CATFORMS, BUT 
YOU WON'T BE SUSPECTED! THEN 
YOU AND I WILL LIVE HAPPILY 
HERE WITH OUfyEOPLE / UPON 
MARRIAGE TO ME, YOU, TOO, WILL 



I DON'T KNOW / THE HEAT ' 
FROM THOSE FLAMES -BEGINNING | 
TO-TOSEARME/ I-OOOOOOH',j 
YES, YES/ I'LL AGREE TO , 

INS, IF YOU'LL ONLY . ' 





THERE ARE SOME PEOPLE ViHO BELIEVE IN PRESCIENCE, THAT IS A 
KNOWLEDGE BEFOREHAND OF AN UNEXPECTED EVENT THAT IS TO 
OCCUR IN 1917. ANTONIO VOLTERJ. A BRIDGE- AfASTER FOR A 
RAILROAD LINE NEAR A NORTH ITALIAN RlVER, HAD AN EXPERIENCE 
WHICH WAS BAFFLED EVEN THE MOST ARDENT SCHOLAR ANi 
BELIEVER IN PfiEMONfTfON. HE WAS SEATED ONE PAY IN H 
OFFICE, WHEN SUDDENLY HE HEARD 
A train whistle ... 




YES. IF POOR ANTONIO HAO ONLY 
REAU1ED THAT VfUEN HE HEARO 
THE TRAIN WHISTLE THE WW 
BEFORE , TEN MINUTES AHEAD 
OF TlME.yflTH THE BRIDGE 
OPEN, ME WAS THE UNSUS- 
PECTING RECIPIENT OF A 
WARNING, OR V1ITNESSOFA 
"REHEARSAL FOR TRAGEDY! 
IF YOU WILL I A FULL OAY 
BEFORE THE CALAMATQUS 
EVENT, ANTON'O VOLTERI 
HAD BEEN G'VFW FQRE- 
HNQwieOGe OF IT . BUT HE 
DIDN'T REALIZE. ..HE- 
DIDN'T UNDERSTAND! 
ANOTHER UNEXPLAINED 
MYSTERY IN THE ANNALS 
OF THE STRANGE AND 
SUPERNATURAL. I 



pSfg? 




[ IT 'S WBONG I 


' i ■ nc :'-l- 


tVHT, IT 15 YOU.. 


TYOU ARE WRONG, h 




I TO TAKE W 


WAY/ I DO NOT 


THE GIRL IN THE 


/MONSIEUR--YOU NEVER 1 


YOUR OWN M 


WANT TO LIVE 


WINDOW / HOW 


SAW ME BEFORE/ J 


LIFE/ A 


ANY MORE 1 . 


STRANGE THAT 1 


1 AND AS FOR MY 1 


1 LISTEN N 




SHOULD FIND YOL 


| BEAuTY, it is a " 


Ltome/^K 


^7/\^ao 


HERE ,' YOU ARE 
FAR LOVELIER^ 


r CURSE WHICH HAS 
" WRECKED MANY LIVES/ 










THAN I £ 


LEAVE MEBEfORE 




-■Ja^^ 






IMAGINED' M 


YOU TOO ARE TRAPPED 








^ 




IY ITS EVIL/ m\ 
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ShMsJF s> 
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LOVELY CREATURE, YOl 
COULD NOT HARM A BLADE OF 
GRASS' BRRR, YOU ARE SO 
COLD AND STRANGELY DAMP, 
COME— I WILL TAKE YOU TO 
NY STUDIO TO REMOVE THIS 
DEADLY CHILL FROM YOUR 
BONES/ 




DAWN BREAKS/ THE FOOL IS ASLEEP AND THE 
PORTRAIT IS NOT COMPLETED/ THIS TIME I HAVE 
LOST, BUT I WILL RETURN. FOR HIS SOUL 
WILL NEVER REI 
UNTIL HE 




Like 4 drvsoed somnambulist, victor pursued 
the fleeting vision of odette. . ■ 




' OOCTTE , COME BACK HERE / J 
IT IS VICTOR/ PLEASE 
00 N'T LEAVE HE f 




HAVE YCU SEEN A YOUNG WOMAI 
BEAUTIFUL, WITH RED HAJR?SME 
JUST RAN DOWN THIS 
STREET / J» — * MANY YOUNG 



Victor wandered off, dazed, 
as his feet carried him to 
the seine, suddenly. .. 




YOU SHOULDN'T HAVE 
FOLLOWED ME AGAIN, 
VICTOR/ BUT NOW THAT 
YOU ARE HERE 

00 ANYTHlNa i ■ 



1 DON'T 
CXPLANATIONS.ODETTE. 
THEY WILL NEVER 
REVEAL YOUR STRANGE 
STORY/ ALL I WANT IS 
TO PAINT YOU AS YOU 
REALLY ARE/ 1 BURN 
WITH THAT DESIRE--! 




Victor labored all hibht, rourins his smolderins | 
soul onto the blank canvas, until finally. . 
lovely queen of the sein 

i1shed/ while i wash the paint off my 
hands, i want you to look 
ooette / then we will ( 
together to ltmartin 

AND WAKE HIH tt 

i HIS WORDS / j 




THE SKILLED CRAFTSMANSHIP OF BENvENUTO CELLINI IS U . 
APT. THERE. WAS One WINE gavYL .WtttQi ME FASHIONED IN GOLD 
TKAT WAS REGARDED AS AMONG N'S MOST BEAUTIFUL CREATIONS. 
IT WAS BOUGHT Bf THE DUKE OF MANTUA IN IS36 . BUT ONE 
NIGHT, A TH'EF ENTERED THE DUKES RESIDENCE , 
INTENT ON STEALING THE 
VALUABLE SOW!.... 




SUODENn.TH^ FIGURE- Of THE HUNT- I [THE CVSTOO'Af. . _ 

RESSOM THE BOW. LET FIT THE TOMUIT SEEAiEO TO SAHiE AMD THUNDEROUS 

' ' MUOtfTEX RE-ECWOED T**O«S«01/T TOE «MCI.' 





VES, «00 
YEARS TO THE 
OAT, FflOM THt 
TIME THE DUKE 
HAD BEEN AS- 
SASSINATED, 
THE LAST OF 
TUB CRESPI 
INE FELLDEAO 
BENEATH THE 
PORTRAIT OF 
THE VENGEFUL 
DUKE . AS THE 
CELLINI WINE 
BOWL MAS RE- 
TURNED TO THE 

palace of rrs 

RKSHTFLll OWN- 
ER. JUST ANOTHFK 
YiEIRQ EVENT 

aecoaoEo in 

THE ANNAIS 
OF THE SUPER- 
NATURAL- 

&S1 



CHRISTY, I FEEL ""'^^'IhERE'S * DANUBE IUT 

DISASTER F0LLOWIN8 ¥ LEAVING TONIGHT/ WE CAN 

US/ LET'S LEAVE FOR I BE HARRIED ST THE CAPTAIN, 

FRANCE AT ONCE /^fl DARLING/ PACK AMD I'LL 

iCK YOU UP LATER 




A MONTH PASSED VERT HAPPILY. NADYA BEGAN 

to nope rrc a»rs war mtcetLiztv por- 

EVCR. BUT THERE WAS A GROWWS RESTLESS- 
NESS ft HER AS THE NOON MOVED TO A 
PREDESTINED POSITION. 



But haoxa reckoned without me 

POWER Of THE FOUL CREATURES 
WHO HELD HER SOUL CAPTIVE. THAT 



The blooolust 
was on naota/urseo 
ever on by the un- 
speakable things 
op evil , she 
prowled the streets 





WHERE YOU COME FROM, > 
THERE ARE MANY STORIES 
ABOUT VAMPIRES. TELL 
US ABOUT THEM f _— <S 


f JUST SILLY LEGENDS, \ 
1 MONSIEUR/ ONLY THE 
^PEASANTS BELIEVE THEMJ 


f HE LOCKS AT ME SO "V 
STRANGELY/ CAN HE F 
i POSSIBLY SUSPECT? ^ 




"|g^ 






=3^1 


•OS 






[ "v, fcj 















YOU/ Y™ UR SUSPIC'O** W *S ' 
VAMPIRE I } JU3TIME0/ YOU HAVE 
SOLVED YOUR CASE, 
BUT YOU WONT LIVE 

TO REVEAL MY SECRET. 




HORROR SPREAD THROUSh 
PARIS WITH THE NEWS OF 
THE CELEBRATED DETEC- 
TIVE'S MURDER. PEOPLE 
MARRED THEIR DOORS AT 
H/SHT, AFRAJC TO STYE 
ENTRANCE TO ANYONE. 
MEMBERS OP THE GUARD 
PATROLLED THESTREETM 
SEEKING THE VAMPIRE. ■ 
NADYA GREW RESTLESS 
AS THE NEXT PULL MOW 
SHONE OVER THE CITY. 
THEN. , , 





AS THE BATS FEU M O EATH, THEift SP tU OVE* 
NAOTA WAS BfKXEtt/ ITfyWrHFR 




GOOD-BYE, MY DARLING/ 
TRY TO FORGIVE ME FOR 
TRYING TO ACHIEVE 
HAPPINESS t REMEMBER 
THAT I LOVED YOU 



POOR NADYA/ OUR" 1 

LOVE DIDN'T STAND A 
CHANCE / BUT ILL ALWAYS 
REMEMBER THE BRIEF 
MOMENTS OF HAPPINESS 
■ENT TOGETHER / j 




HORROR AT HARTLEY MANOR 



The wills of the trophy room of Hartley Minor 
reverberated from the angry shouts of elderly Lord 
Hartley. His son, Ronald, stood before him biting 
his lip, head bowed. The beautiful girl beside 
Ronald stole silently behind him for protection 
against the old man's icy blasts. 

T won't have it, Ronald," he was" shouting. 
"You've been living a life of. ease and comfort fot 
too long. You've been pampered till there's nothing 
left of the manliness in you. And now you wish to 
marry and spend the rest of your worthless life at- 
tending to that ridiculous hobby of yours. When 1 
was your age, 1 was in the army. I served In the 
Indian and African campaigns. I built up a fine rec- 
ord for myself and advanced in rank. And unless you 
change your ways, you're in for > shock." 

For a moment, Ronald Hartley didn't move. Then 
he raised his head to gaze upon bis enraged father. 

"What — what do you mean 'change my ways' 
father?" he asked. Lord Hartley shook nervously 
trying (o control his anger. • 

"Simply this," he snapped. "If you marry without 
my consent, I'll disown you completely. And unless 
you decide to follow in nty footsteps within one 
month, I'll disinherit you completely. And one more 
thing. You must cast off this worthless hobby of 
yours — this grisly business of studying about great 
historical murderers and collecting the implements 
they used. Those knives, ancient pistols, poison 
goblets and garottes you possess, turn my stomach." 

"Father, listen to me," the youth protested. "1 
have no desire for a military career. I don't see the 

glofy in it that you found. As to my hobby, it's no 
more worthless than collecting stamps or coins." 

"Those ate my last words." Lord Hartley was 
considerably calmer now. "You'll not reap the bene- 
fits of a Hartley without following tradition. Now, 
leave me." 

After driving his fiancee, Gloria, home, Ronald 
returned to his room where he sat and thought the 
entire night through. In the limited light of the 
moon's rays, through the French windows, his fea- 
tures seemed to change. His handsome, boyish face 
took on the appearance of depravity. Hi) lips grew 
thin and wide. His eyes were beady like a rodent's. 
And his decision came after much heavy dunking. 
The only answer was patricide. Within one month, 
Ronald would have to destroy his father. 

Ronald bided his time. No words passed between 



him and the elder Hartley for several days. Then, 
one evening, his opportunity came. Lord Hartley gave 
the servants the night off. Ronald knew that shortly 
after dinner his father would retire to the trophy 
room to read. 

Leaving the table halfway through the meal 
Ronald entered the trophy room and unlatched the 
window, unseen. His next move was to be seen by 
the servants, who were preparing to leave, in the 
act of quitting the premises. Outside, he raced the 
motor of his convertible before driving otf. But after 
driving only a short distance, he parked in a dense 
shrubbery and walked back. Sneaking around the 
manor, he let himself in through the window of the 
trophy room, and with the aid of a stilrdy rope, he 
hoisted himself up onto the rafters and waited. It 
wasn't long before Lord Hartley entered and seated 
himself in his favorite chair by the fireplace and 
started to read. With precision movements, Ronald 
braced himself and let (he noose drop. Startled for 
the moment, Lord Hartley couldn't move. 

In the next instant, he'd been lifted into mid-air 
and as he tugged violently at the tight noose about 
his neck, his legs kicked wildly. A demoniacal pride 
swelled in Ronald's breast as he held his father 
dangling. Only a few soft gurgles and rasps came 
from the throat of the man doomed to die. Several 
moments later, Ronald secured his end of the rope to 
the rafter and left the body hanging. 

Quickly, he removed several articles of identifica- 
tion from the body and left, making sure to lock the 
trophy room with its single key. Then, taking his 
father's car, he began driving along the road to 
where the family yacht lay at anchor in a nearby bay. 
Suddenly, on the dark road, a figure loomed before 
him. With careful deliberation, Ronald ran the man 
down, killing him instantly. Hauling the body into 
the car, he quickly planted the identifying articles, 
of his father's, on the corpse. 

Luck was with him. Nobody was about when he 
drove up to the pier. He placed the body and a small 
package in the motor launch and sped across the 
waves to the yacht. Several minutes later he was back 
on the pier, minus body and package. 

Hurriedly, he set the motor boat's controls and 
aimed it for the yacht. Seconds later, a tremendous 
explosion rocked the countryside and in a matter of 
minutes, the yacht had sunk beneath the surface. 

Leaving the car at the pier, Ronald began hiking 
back to Hartley manor, chuckling. He knew, that by 



maintaining i swift pace, he'd arrive before morn- 
ing. His ingenious cunning, he thought, would rank 
him among the subjects of his strange hobby— the 
greaiest murderers the world had ever Known, 

And this, clearly, was ihc perfect crime With his 
father's car at the pier, it would be obvious that "he 
drove down to spend the night on his yacht. With 
the time bomb planted near the boiler, it would be 
apparent th^t the boiler exploded. And with the 
unrecognizable remains of the stranger he had killed 
On the highway, laden with his father's ring, watch, 
lays, wallet and several papers, who would doubt 
that the renowned Lord Hartley had gone to his 
death by an unfortunate accident! 

But these were nor the only thoughts that per- 
raded Ronald Hartley's mind. He was the new mas- 
ter of Hartley Manor, now and wealthy beyond 



desire. He 



luld < 



inted. 



First,' he'd marry Gloria and then he'd make his 
passionate dream come true. He would have the 
interior of Hartley Manor completely remodeled Each 
room would represent the site ol a famous murder. 
Each room would be dedicated to one ol the greatest 
murderers in the history of the world. One room 
would represent the Roman Senate chamber in which 
Caesar was slam. 

Another would be the boudoir of Lucrezia Borgia 
where sEe had poisoned numerous husbands, Still 
another would be the Tower room in which Richard 
III slew his two nephews to place him in line of the 
throne. There would be rooms to offer glory to Jack 
the Ripper and John Wilkes Booth. And the piece de 
resistance would be the room that would remain un- 
changed — the trophy room. Not only would the de- 
tails be exact as to the furnishings, but this room 
would actually contain the actual victim of Ronald 
Hartley's crime! 

Ronald's thoughts so enraptured him that he 
burned within, in an' intense feverishness. His 

chuckle now became a maniacal laugh that broke 
loud and clear as that of a pathological killer. 

He checked his watch in the stream of moonlight. 
It was almost three o'clock. In less than an hour, he 
would be home. Puffing and panting under the 
strain, he continued his rapid stride. There was one 
other little job that -had to be done, but it could wait 
until he was back at the manor. 

As he approached, he was happy lo see everything 
as he'd left it. The manor was dark and apparently 
empty. Quickly and silently, he stole up the drive- 
way and entered. His own breathing was the only 
sound that interrupted the stillness. 

He paused for a moment and looked across the 
wide entrance hall toward the trophy room door, 
wondering. Then, he turned and stepped briskly 
toward the library. The remnants of an early eve- 



n.ng fire were still smouldering. Wasting not a sec- 
ond, lie built it up, then looked about for some suit- 
able object in which he could place the trophy room 
key and melt it. This, he found in'the corner. It was 

* long, thin pole with a cup at one end which was 
used for extinguishing unreachable candles in the 
Chandelier. * 

Ronald withdrew the key from his pocktt, placed 
it in the cup and thrust it into the fire. He leaned 
Close, watching and waiting. Shortly, the key began 
to melt and .n a few seconds, only a blob of shape- 
less meta! remained. He pulled it from the fire with 

* smile, turned it over and slapped it against the 
•ndiron to shake it out of the cup. 

In the semi-darkness of the room, he heard it dink 
onto the floor. Quickly, he placed the pole back in 
the corner and returned to the hearth. But the sight 
that greeted him struck him dumbfounded. There, 
where the blob of shapeless metal had fallen to the 
floor, lay the key. Was it his invagination that the 
key melted, he wondered. Instantly, he went through 
the act of melting it down, agam..And for the sec- 
ond lime, certain that it had melted, he dropped it 
onto the floor. Again the key lay before him. 

Wondering as to the significance of this phenom- 
enon, he grabbed it and dashed lo the trophy room 
Nervously, he shoved it into the lock and turned 
Slowly, he pushed open the door. As it swung wide, 
he looked up. The body of his father was gone. Not 
even an empty rope dangled from the rafters. 

"Quite shocking, isn't it, Ronald?" The sound of 
a sudden voice paralyzed him. His fathers high- 
backed cha,r was as he'd left it, facing the fireplace. 
Terror-stricken, Ronald managed to step forward 
softly until he could see into the chair from the side. 
Smiling, Lord Hartley arose. Ronald's lips parted 
but nothing cam&out. 

He backed up as his father advanced. Then, a roar 
spun him half around. One of the ferocious tiger 
heads was moving toward him, off the wall. A trum- 
peting drew his attention to a moving elephant, seem- 
ing to step right out of the wall. In a screaming 
frenzy, Ronald turned and fled. Horrified, he looked 
over his shoulder to see his father, leading the liv- 
ing trophies after him. 

Hall an hour later, an officer's car stood in the 
driveway. The trembling butler was listening to its 
owner. 

"I'm constable Morrison. Now, calm down* and 
tell me all you know!" 

"I— lm afraid 1 can't explain it, sir," the butler 
answered. "I was sleeping when I heard young mas- 
ter Hartley screaming. I found him on the lawn like 
that— all trampled and clawed to death. And after 
I called you, I discovered Lord Hartley, hanging 
from the trophy room rafters!" 
THE END 



LET THE STRANGERS BE WARNED' OF 
f \ SACREDNESS OF THf TEMPLE OF RU / 



THE \ 



' SACRED TEMPLE. MY FOOT/ 

[ SOME EXPLORER HAS WIRED 

THE PLACE FOR SOUND* 




L BEWARE OF THE WRATH OF RU f I ■> r^j 

CONRAD/ I CAN'T STAND ) \. !|]e 
^ ON MY 




' IT IS THE WARN 
i WHILE THERE S 


NO OF RU * DEPART \ 
YET TIME / 1 








r AN EARTHQUAKE/ «IL ) 
.ALL BE KILLEO/ J" 
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yTa 






SL^. v X 




wi-D*^ 





[ #/#yrf 



L«CT.. 



REAL EARTHQUAKE OR NOT, ONE 
THINS IS SURE-- THE BODELE5S 
VOICE OF THE TEMPLE IS THE < 
MOST DRAMATICALLY BEAUTIFUL 
THING I'VE EVER HEARD/ ^rf 




*>*«" rwf jy* «-i; mr#vss 

SWIFTLY COV£*Et> THE ANCIENT 
RlWS ANO COVERED ALSO THE 
STEAL THY FORM OF CONRAD SMITH, 
HOLLYWOOD DIRECTOR WITH A 
DANGEROUS TASTE FOR CINEMA 
REALISM, . . 




TWISTING THE IDOL'S HEAD I 
OPENS THE DOOR. I WONDER 
WHAT THE PENALTY FOR tNCA I 
HOUSEBREAKING USED 
TO BE ? 






BUT AN INSTANT LATER. . , 






W SPOKEN 


LIKE A TRUE HAM, 1 






•^ CONRAD SMITH/ ■ 




UH...WHY, 






HELLO, BREHDAF I WAS 1 




CM «cr WAY 


TO ASK YOU TO 1 , 




«ROU- IN 


THE HOONU6KI7 AP 






- ~1 






• 4E 


^V^^^^^ 
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Once asain thekautiful voice of the pmestess 
ims pajsed in a melodious incantation to the 

IDOL OF W . ._ . 

TlMMTI RU. WHO HAS RESTORED LIFE TO jV 
THE HONOREO DEAD, HOUSE THEIR SOULS TO 
FRENZY/ FOR, BY MY MOMENT'S WEAKNESS, 1 
DEF1LE0 TWEE, RU, AND WAS TEMPTEI" ~ 



ShEDDINS CENVMT'OLD 3HNOVQS, TMf TTMPtE 
MUMMIES SPRANG INTO TEMHFYIN6 LIFE/ T?* 
TEMPLE OF *U PANS WITH MELODY AW OPEAOFIA. 
NEVELKY/ 





RU, THOU 000 OF LI8HTNINQ, THOU SHAKER 
THEY MUST NOT ESCAPE THE 

riCC OF THE TEMPLE f 






Bur the final step was fatallt 

DISTANT, AND EENA CRUMPLED 
BEFORE THE TEMPLE OF HEP 
ANCESTORS/ A MINUTE LATER, 
ALL THAT REMAINED WAS A HEAP 
OP BONES OPEHCHED IN BRIGHT 
MO ONLIGHT f 



AND WHAT OP BRENDA 
ALEXANDER, ONCE THE IDOL OF 
HOLLYWOOD MAKE-BELIEVE P FOR 
OATS, SHE WANDERED THROUSH 
THE WILD VALLEYS OF THE 
ANDES, CRAZED AND DELlRtOVS. 
FINALLY. . 



AND OF THE PARTICIPANTS OP 
THIS REAL-LIFE DRAMA WHICH 
SURPASSED ORDINARY BELIEF, 
NO RECORD REMAINS, EXCEPT 
THE INCREDIBLE, PARTIAL 
r/tUTH ON A BIT OF FILM IN A 
IHJSTINS CAMERA CASE, THERE 
IN THE DEEP JUNGLE OF "ERU/ 




III .. .AWs ifaro 



An Amazing Invention —"Magic Art Reproducer" 



DRAW The First Day 

You Can Draw Your Family, Friends, Anything From REAL LIFE— 
Like An Artist... Even if You CAN'T DRAW A Straight Line) 



NO LESSONSI 
NO TALENT! 



Anyone can Draw With This 
Amazing New Invention — 
Instantly I 




Alw Copy Any Piclvn — Can R*du<* or Erlaig. Any P. dure" 
Yes, anyone from 5 lo 80 can draw or sketch or paint any- 
thing now . . . the very first time you use the "Magic Art 
Reproducer" like a professional artist — no matter how 
"hopeless" )-ou think you are! It automatically reproduces 
anything you want to draw on any sheet or paper. Then 
easily aini quickly follow the lines of the "picture image" 
with your pencil... and you have an accurate original 
drawing that anyone would think an artist had done. Also 
makes drawing larger or smaller as you wish. Anyone can 
use it on any dt-sk, table, bo.inl, etc. — indoors or outdoors! 
No other lessons or practice or talent needed! 

art Everyone will ask you to draw them. 
You'll be in demand! After a short time, you may find you 
can draw well without the "Magic Art Reproducer" be- 
cause you hate developed a "knack" and feeling artists 
have — which may lead to a good paying art career. 

SEND NO MONEY! 
Free 10- Day Trial! 



'■Hie plm poiToge. Or ■ 



FREE! 



NORTON PRODUCTS, Dept. 7105 

396 Broadway, Now York 7, N. Y. 



FREE 10-DAY TRIAL COUPON! 



NORTON PRODUCTS, Dipt. 7103 
196 Broadway, New York 7, N. Y. 

■ 

Address 

City A Zone State 

O Check hrre If you wlih to uy« coupon by atnjinr 
only Sl.flS with coupon. Same Money Back Ciurnnla! 




I Can Make YOU a New Man, Too, in Only IS Minutes a Day! 

CDCT "I 4( f 'V '^straws Bui it Vm 

r n U - hoi i« si oo « ioc - Bit fii 




